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6 The DEDICATION. 


duce, the mighty Scipio, and the retir'd Cowley. You 
have certainly the Gravity, Temperance and Judgment, 
as well as the of the firit; all which in your 
early Attempts of War, gave the nobleſt Dawn of Virtue, 
and will, when occaſion preſents, anſwer our Expectation, 
and ſhine forth at full. Then for the latter. you poſſeſs 
all his Sweetneſs of Humour in Peace, all that Halcyon 
Tranquility of Mind, where your deep Thoughts glide, 
like ſilent Waters, without a Wrinkle; your Hours move 
with ſofteſt Wing. and rarely any Larum ftrikes to diſ- 
compoſe you. You have the Philoſophy of the firſt: 
And, which I confeſs of all your Qualities I love moſt, 
the Poetry of the latter. I was never more -mov'd at 
Virgil's Dido, than at a ſhort Poem of your Lordſhip's, 
where nothing but the ſhortneſs can be diſlik d. As our 


Function, fo with I in the Behalf of deprefs'd Poetry, 
that there were more Poets of your Lordſhip's Excellency 
and Eminence. Praiſe is the greateſt Encouragement we 
Camelions can pretend to, or rather the Manna that keeps 
Soul and Body together ; we devour it as if it were An- 
gels Food, and vainly think we grow immortal. For my 
own Part, I acknowledge I never receiv'd a better Satis- 
taction from the Applauſe of an Audience, than I have 
from your fingle Judgment. You gaze at Beauties, and 


wink at Blemilhes; and do both fo lly, that the 
firſt diſcovers the Acuteneſs of your as, gp the other 
the Excellency of your Nature. And I can affirm to 


your Lordſhip, there is nothing tranſports a Poet, next to 
Love, like commending in the right Place : Therefore, 
my Lord, this Play mult be yours ; and Alexander, whom 
I have raiſed from the Dead, comes to you with the 
Aſſurance anſwerable to his Character, and your Virtue. 
You cannot expect him in his Majeſty of two thouſand 
Years ago; I have only put his Aſhes in an Urn, which 
are now offer'd with all Obſervance to your Lordſhip, by, 
My Lozp, 
Your Lordſhip's 
Meft Humble, 
Obliged, and | 
Devoted Servant, 


NAT. LEE. 
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Mr. LEE, on his Alexander. 


HE Blaſt of common Cenſure cou'd I fear, 
Refore your Play my Name ſhou' d not appear; 
For twill be thought, and with ſome Colour too, 
7 the Bribe I firſt receiv'd from you: 
at mutual Y ouchers for our Fame we ſtand, 

To play the Game into each other's Hand ; 
And as cheap Pen'orths to ourſelves afford, 
As Beſſis, and the Brothers of the Sword. 
Such Libels private Men may well endure, 
When States and Kings themſelves are not ſecure : 
For ill Men, conſcious of their inward Guilt, 
Think the beſt Actions on By-ends are built. 
And yet my Silence had not ſcap'd their Spite, 
1 had not ſuffer d me to — 

or, cou'd not Ignorance x 
Such Merit I muſt envy or — | 
So many Candidates there ſtand for Wit, 
A Place in Court is ſcarce fo hard to get; 
In vain they croud each other at the Door, 
For ev'n Reverſions are all begg'd before: 
Deſert, how known ſoe er, is long delay'd ; 
And then too Fools and Knaves are better pay'd. 
Yet, as ſome Actions bear fo great a Name, 
That Courts themſelves are juſt, for Fear of Shame; 
So has the mighty Merit of your Play 
Extorted Praiſe, and forc'd itſelf a Way. 
"Tis here, as tis at Sea; who fartheſt goes, 
Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes ; 
Yet when ſome Virtue much out-grows the reſt, 
It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be expreſt ; | 
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Such Praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſions move, 
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And fer one Patch both Soul and Body damn. 
But what does more provoke the Actor: 
Fur ue muſt ſhow the Grievance of the age) 
BA, that our Women which adern each P 
Bred at our Coft, become at length your 2 : 
While green and four, like Trees we bear them all, 
But when they're mellow, firait to you they fall: 
Tau wptch em bare and ſquab, and let em reft, 
Bat with the firft young Down you ſnatch the Nef. 
Prey leave thoſe poaching Trichs, if you are wiſe, 
E'er woe take cut cur Letters of Reprize. 
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With their curl d Wigs that ſcented all the Air, 
They'll fee grave Blockbeads with ſhort greaſy Hair. 


ad 4 ag |» ys and Callar Bands ; 

en, that ring, not clap their Hand: ; 
Where, for gay Punks that drew the fining Crowd, 
on Miſſes that in Ji — laugb'd aloud, 

bey ll hear Sifter Ab. fee Matrons old, 
255 * þ'd ot 21 Kirchers hold, 

+ Zeal too might perſuade, in ſpite to you, 
Our thing Lagels to augment their Crow; Wy” 
While Farringdon their Hero firuts about em. 
Had ner a damning Critick dares to faut em. 
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Eater Hepheſtion, Lyſimachus, fi, Clytus 
parting them. 
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— lov'd when yet the old Man muſt talk ; 
Not fo he poem 1 2 a 

And j join'd in mighty Duel great Daria: 3 

Whom 2. from his Chariot, — 14 
He hurl'd to Earth, and cruſh'd th' Imperial Crown; 


— — — 3 £0, 
Now make your Claim, while I atn2 the King. [ Exit. 
Enter Syſigambis, Pariſatis. 
Par. Did not you love my Father? Ves, I fee 
You did, his very Name but mention'd, 
The Tears, howe'er unwilling, to your Eyes. 
I lov'd him too, he would not thus have ſore d 
My trembling Heart, which your Commands may break, 
But never bend. 
Sy/. Forbear thy loſt Complaints, 
Urge not a Suit which I can never 
2 Raped Sor nts 
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The Shock of State ſo unconcern d as I ? 
This whom 1 t to govern being y 


Heav'n as a Plague to Powers has — 3 


Ly my Dittreſſes, and my Temper prize ; 


ho, tho? unfortunate, — ſtill be wife. 


Lyf. To let you know that Miſery doth ſway [ Both 
An humbler Fate than yours, fee at your Feet 2 


The loſt Lyfmachus : o— 
J have — this to 11 — 
And fince Hepheftion 92 been 
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ACT In SCENE 1 
Auſe of Trumpets ſounding far off. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers a Battle of 

Crows and Ravens in the Air; an Eagle and a 

Dragon meet and fight ; the Eagle drops down, with - 
all the ral of the Birds, and the Dragan flies away. 
Soldiers walk off, ſhaking their Heads. The Cun- 
ſpiratars come forward. 


* > by ; 
. Of thronging Crowds, comes on to 
Babylon, 


Tho' warn'd, in Spite of all the Powers above, 
Wo by theſe Prodigies foretel his Ruin. 
Pol. Why all this Noiſe becauſe a King muſt die? 
Or does Heav'n fear becauſe he ſway'd the Earth, 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer ? 
Curſe on the babbling Fates, cannot fee 
A great Man tumble, but they muſt be talking. 
J. The Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe Arm 
„ We ſ law him wear, pais'd groaning thro the Court, 
ö His dreadful Ex e-balls roll d their Horror upwards ; 
He wav'd his Arms, and ſhook his wond'rous Head. 
Tre heard that at the Crowing of the Cock 
Lions will roar, and Goblins ſteal away; 
| But this majettic Air ftalks ſtedfaſt on, 
. 
T 


| 


a 


Spite of the Morn that calls him from the Eaft, 
or minds the op'ning of the Iv'ry Door. 
Phil. "Tis certain, there was never Day like this. 
Caf. Late as I mufing walk'd behind the Palace, 
I met a monſtrous Child, that with his Hands 
Held to his Face, which ſeem'd all over Eyes, 
A Silver Bowl, and wept ** of Blood: 


But 
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But having ſpy'd me, like a Cockatrice, - 

He glar'd awhile; then with a Shriek ſo ſhrill 

As all the Winds had whiftled from his Mouth, 

He daſh'd me with the Gore he held, and vaniſh'd. 
Pol. That which befel me, tho” twas horrid, yet 

When I conſider, it a ridiculous : 

For as I paſs d thro' a bye vacant Place, 

F met two Women, very old and ugly, [Breafts, 

That wrung their Hands, and howl'd, and beat their 

And cry'd out, Poiſon: When I aſk'd the Cauſe, 

They took me by the Ears, and with Force 


Statira's Uncle, 
Againſt the Perjury of Alexander. 

Phil. Others, more fearfu}, are remov'd to Saſa, 
Dreading Rexana's Rage, who comes i' th Rear 


J know he loves Statira more than Life, 
Bat when he hears the Oaths which ſhe has ta'en, 
Her laſt adieu made publick to the World, 
Her vow'd Divorce, how will Remorſe conſume him; 
Prey, like the Bird of Hell, upon his Liver ? 

Pol. To balk his Longing, and delude his Luſt, 
Is more than Death; tis Earneſt for Damnation. 

Cafſ. Then comes Roxana, who muſt help our Party; 
I] know her jcalous, bloody, and ambitious. 
Sure twas the Likeneſs of her Heart to mine, 
And Sympathy of Natures caus'd me love her: 
'Tis fix d, I muſt enjoy her, and ro Way 
So proper as to make her guilty firſt. 

Pol. To ſee two Rival Queens of different Humours, 
With a Variety of Torments vex him ! 

Euter Lyſimachus, Hepheſlion. 

Caf. Of that anon: But ſee Lyſimachus, 

And the young Favourite. Sort, fort yourſelves, 
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And like to other mercenary Souls 

Adore this mortal God that ſoon muſt bleed. | 
Ly. Here I will wait the King's Approach, and ſtand 

His utmoſt Anger, if he do me Wrong. 

Heph. That cannot be, from Power fo abſolute 


And high as his. 
Ly/. Well, and I have done. 
Court thickens! [Trumpets ſound. 


ol. How 
Nothing to what it will—Does he not come 
To a thouſand thouſand Embaſhes, 
Which from all Parts to Babylon are brought; 
As if the Parliament of the World 

Had met, and he came on a God to give 


The infinite Aſſembl ious Audience. 
Erer Cen, Aritander, in bi Ribes, with a Wand. 
aſte, 


Ariſt. reverend Chtus, haſte, and ſtop the King. 

Cy. He is enter d: Then the 

Of Princes that attend ſo thick about him 

Keep all, that would approach, at certain Diſtance. 
His. 4 he were hem'd with Deities, I'd ſpcak to 


m, 
And turn him back from this Highway to Death. 
Ch. Here place yourſelf within this Trumpet's Sound: 
But ſee the Maſter of the World . 
Enter Alexander; all kneel Cly:us. 
Heph. O Son of Jupiter, live for ever. 
Alex. Riſe all; and thou, my ſecond ſelf, my I ove, 
O my 1 — raiſe thee from the Earth 
Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart. 
Art thou grown cold? Why hang thine Arms at Diſ- 
Hug me, or by Heav'n thou lov'ſt me not. ſtance ? 
Heph. Not love, my Lord! break not the Heart you 
And moulded up to ſuch an Excellence! (fram'd, 
Then ſtampt on it your own immortal Image. 
Not love the King! Such is not Woman's Love; 
So fond a Friendſhip, ſuch a ſacred Flame, | 
As I muſt doubt to find in reaſts above. [ Wars, 
Alex. Thou doſt, thou lov'it me. Crown of all my 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Laurel: 
] know thou lov't thy Alexander more 
Than Cytus does the King. No Tears, Hepheſtion ; 
I read thy Paſſion in thy mow Eyes, 
2 


And 


* 
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And glory in thoſe Planets of my Life, 
Above the rival Lights that ſhine in Heaven. 
Lyf. I fee that Death muſt wait me, yet I'll on. 
Alex. I'll tell thee, Friend, and mark it, all ye Princes, 
Tho? never mortal Man arriv'd to fuch 
A Height as I; yet would forfeit all, 
Caſt all my Purples, and my conquer'd Crowns, 
And.die, to ſave this Darling of my Soul. 
Give me thy Hand, ſhare all my Sceptres while 
] live, and when my Hour of Fate is come, 
J leave thee, what thou merit'ſt more than I, the World. 
H. Dread Sir, I caſt me at your Royal Feet. 


Alex. What! my Lyfimachus, whoſe Veins are rich H 
With our illuſtrious Blood? My Kinſman, riſe : Fl 
Is not that CHI? Tl 
Ch. Yourold faithful! Soldier. A 

Alex. Come to my Hande, thus double arm the King: T. 

And now methinks 1 ſtand like the dread God, By 


Who while his Prieſts and I quaff'd ſacred Blood, 

Acknowledg'd me his Son. My Lightning thou; 

And thou, my mighty Thunder have ſeen 

Thy glittering Sword out-fly celeſtial Fire: 

And when I cry'd, be gone and execute, 

I've ſeen him run ſwifter than ſtarting Hinds, 

Nor bent the tender Graſs beneath his Feet; 

Swifter than Shadows fleeting o'er the Fields ; 

Nay, even the Winds, withall their Stock of Wings, 

Have puff d behind, as wanting Breath to reach him. 
Lyf. But if your Majeſty 


Ch. Who would not loſe . 
The laſt dear Drop of Blood for ſuch a King? i 
Alex. Witneſs, my eld. r Brothers of the Sky, : 


How much I love a Soldier ——Q my Chtzs, 

Was it not when we paſs'd the Granicus, 

Thou did'it preſerve me from unequal Force? 

It was then when Syitbridates and Rhe/aces 

Fell both upon me with two dreadful Strokes, 

And clove my temper'd Helmet quite in ſunder, 

Then, I remember, then thou did me Service 

] think my Thunder ſplit them to the Navel. 
Cy. To your great ſelf you owe that Victory, 

And ſure your Arms did never gain a nobler. 
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Alex. By Heav'n, they never did, for well thou know u, 
And I am prouder to have paſs d that Stream, 
Than that I drove a Million o'er the Plain: 
—_— 7 Can none remember? Yes, I know all muſt, 
When Glory, like the dazzling Eagle, ſtood 
Perch'd on my Bever in the Granick Flood ; 
When Fortune's ſelf my Standard trembling bore, 
And the pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore; 
When the Immortals on the Billows rode, 
And I myſelf _ the leading God. 
I: 35 Arift. But all the Honours which your Youth has won 
Are Joſt, unleſs you fly from Babylon : 
© > Haſte with your Chiefs, to Su/atake your Way, 
Fly for your Life, deſtructive is your Stay. 
This Morning having view'd the angry Sky, ö 


And mark d the Prodigies that threaten'd high, 
g: To our bright God I did for Succour fly. 
But oh 
Alex. What Fears thy reverend Boſom ſhake ? 
Or doſt thou from ſome Dream of Horror wake? 
If ſo, come graſp me with thy ſhaking Hand, 
Or fall behind, while I the ſtand. 
Ariſt. To Oroſmades Cave I did repair, 
Where [ aton'd the dreadful God with Prayer : 
But as I pray'd, | heard long Groans within, 
And Shrieks, as of the Damn'd that howl for Sin: 
I knew the Omen, and I fear'd to ſtay, 
| But proftrate on the trembling Pavement lay 
When he bodes Happineſs, he anſwers mild ; 
++ "Twasſoof old, and the great Image ſmil'd; 
Baut now in abrupt Thunder he reply d, 
Loud as rent Rocks, or roaring Seas, he cry'd, 
All Empires, Crowns, Glory of Babylon, 
Whole Head ftands wrapt in Clouds, mult tumble down. 
Alex. If Bahlen muſt fall, what is't to me? 
Or can I help immutable Decree? 
Down then, vaſt Frame, with all thy lofty Towers, 
Since 'tis ſo order'd by Almighty Powers: 
Prefs'd by the Fates, unlooſe your golden Bars, 
"Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. 


Euter Perdiccas, Meleager. 
Mel. O Horror ! 
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Perd. Dire Portents ! 

„ 
are ye Ghoſts, ye em ? 

If fo, the Myſterics Hell uafold, 

Be all the Scrolls of Deſtiny unroll'd, 

Open the brazen Leaves, and let it come ; 

Foint with a Thunder bolt your Monarch's Doom. 

Perd. As Meleager and myſelf in Field, 

our Perſian Horſe about the Army wheel'd ; 
We heard a Noiſe as of a ruſhing Wind, 
And a thick Storm the Eye of Day did blind : 
A croaking Noiſe reſounded thro' the Air. 
We look'd, and ſaw big Ravens battling there; 
Each Bird of Night a d himſelf a Cloud: 1 — 
They met and fought, and their Wounds rain'd black 
M.. All, as for Honour, did their Lives expoſe ; 
T heir Talons claſk'd, and Beaks gave mighty Blows, 
Whilſt dreadful Sounds did our ſcar'd Senſe aſſail, 
As of ſmall Thunder, or huge Scythian Hail. 

Perd. Our Augurs ſhook, when with a horrid Groan, 
We thought thar all the Clouds had tumbled down ; 
Soldiers and Chiefs, who can the Wonder tell, 
Struck to the Ground, promiſcuouſly fell ; 

While the dark Bird-, each pond'rous as a Shield, 
For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field. 

Al:x. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers divine, 

If ye be angry, 'tis no Fault of mine; 
"Therefore ſer Furies face me with a Band 
From Ecll, my Virtue ſhall not make a Stand; 
'Tho' all the Curtains of the Sky be drawn, 
And the Stars wink, young Ammon (hall go on: 
While my Statira ſhines, I cannot ſtay, 

Love lifts his Torch to light me on my Way, 
And her bright Eyes create another Day. 

Li. E'er you remove, be pleas'd, dread Sir, to hear 
A Prince ally'd to you by Blood. 

Alex. Speak quickly. 

Ly/. For all that I have done for you in War, 

I beg the Princeſs Pariſati 
1s noe my Word already paſt? Hepbetin, 
s not my Word already pa 
I know he hates thee, but he ſhall not have her: 
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We heard of this before Lyſimachus, 
I here command you nouriſh no 
To prejudice my Perſon in the Man 
I love, and will prefer to all the Warld. 
Ly/. I never fail'd to obey your Majeſty, 
Whult you commanded what was in my Power; 
Lp  - frpoy oc ——ong 
When you commanded us to ſtorm a Town, 
Or fetch a Standard from the Enemy : 
But when you c me not to love the Princeſs, 
I muſt confeſs, I diſobey you, as 
I wou'd the Gods themſelves, ſhould they command. 
Alex. You ſhou'sd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumb; 
When by my Order curſt Caliſſbenes 
Was as a Traitor doom'sd to live in Torments, 
Your Pity ſped him in Deſpite of me. 
Think not I have forgot your Infolence ; 
No, tho” I pardon d it, yet if again 
Thou dar ſt to croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of Fury ſhould be doubled on thee : 
In the mean Time, think not of Pari/atis ; 
For if thou doſt, by Jupiter Ammon, 
By my own Head, and by King P4:lip's Soul, 


doubted not at firſt, but I ſhould meet 
i ion; yet my Soul's reſolv'd, 
never quit fo brave a Prize, 

can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. 


ever petty poor provincial Lord 
like to mine: My Slave, whom I 

Could tread to Clay, dares utter bloody Threats. 

Ch. Contain yourſelf, dread Sir ; the noble Prince, 
I ſee it in his Countenance, would die 
To juſtify his Truth, but Love makes many Faults. 

Ly. 1 meant his Minion there ſhould feel my Arm; 
Love aſks his Blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 
At my Deſtruction. 

Alex. Now be thy own Judge, 
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I pardon thee for my old Clytzs' Sake; 
Bat if once more thou mention thy raſh Love, 
Or dar'ſt attempt Hepheftion's precious Life, 
I' pour fuch Storms of Indignation on thee, 
Phylotas? Rack, Califibenes Diſgrace, 
Shall be Delight to what thou ſhalt endure. 
— N N. Pariſatis. 
Heph. ; deen comes to congratulate 
Your ſafe Arrival. * 
Alex. O thou, the beſt of Women, 
Source of my Joy, bleſt Parent of my Love. 
S/. Permit me kneel, and give thoſe Adorations 
Which from the Perfran Family are due: 
Have you not rais'd us from our Ruins high ? 
And when no Hand could help, nor any Eye 
Behold us with a Tear, your's pitied me ; 
You, like a God, ſnatch'd us from Sorrow's Gulph, 
Fix'd us in Thrones above our former State. 
Par. Which, when a Soul forgets, advanc'd fo nobly, 
May it be drown'd in deeper Miſery. | 
Alex. To meet me thus, was generouſly done ; 
But ftill there wants to crown my Happi 
Life of my Empire, Treaſure of my Soul, 
My dear Statira: O that heavenly Beam, 
Warmth of my Brain, and Fire of my Hear“; 
Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, 
By this Time I had been amongſt the Gods, 
It any Extaſy can make a Height, 
Or any Rapture hurl us to the _ 
Cy. Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queen's Vow > 
Alex. How fares my Love? ha—neither anſwer me! 
Ye raiſe my Wonder, Darkneſs overwhelms me; 
If royal Sz/{zambis does not weep ! 
Trembling and Horror pierce me cold as Ice. 
Is the not well? what none, none anſwer me? 
Or is it worſe ? Keep down ye riſing Sighs, 
And murmur in the Hollow of my Breaſt : 
Run to my Heart, and gather more ſad Wind ; 
That when the Voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 
Ye may, at one Ruſh, from the Seat of Life, 
Blow the Blood out, and burſt it like a Bladder. 
Heph. I would relate ir, but my Courage fails me. 
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Alex. If ſhe be dead That if's — ; 
And let none here affirm it for his : 

For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye, 

I'll have his Body ſtraight empal'd before me, 

And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 

Caff. How will this Engine of unruly Paſſion 
Roar, when we have ram d him to the Mouth with Poiſon ? 

Aide. 

Alex. Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted * 2 
Like ſenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, 4 my Griefs, 

And none will anſwer— What, not my Hepheſtion ! 

If thou haſt any Love for Alexander, 

If ever I obliged thee by my Care, 

When my quick Sight has watch'd thee in the Fight; 
Or if to fee thee bleed I ſent forth Cries, 

And, like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my Tears; 
If this be true, if I deſerve thy Love, 

Eaſe me, and tell the Cauſe of my Diſaſter. 

Heph. Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before 
Had you been calm) has no Diſeaſe but Sorrow, 

Which was occaſion'd firſt by jealous Pangs : 

She keard, (for what can ſcape a watchful Lover“) 
Th you at Saſa, breaking all your Vows, 
Relaps'd, and conquer'd by Rexana's Charms, 

Gave up yourſelf devoted to her Arms. 

Aiex. I know that ſubtile Creature in my Riot, 

My Reafon gone, ſeduc'd me to her Bed; 

But when I wak'd I ſhook the Circe off, 

Tho' that Enchantreſs held me by the Arm, 

Ani wept, and gaz'd with all the Force of Love; 
Nor griev d I leis for that which | had done, 
Iban when at Thais Suit, enrag d with Wine, 

I {+ :25e fam'd Per: polis on Fire. 

es Your Queen Sratira took it fo to Heart, 
Thar, in the Agony of Love, ſhe ſwore 
Never tu fee your Majeſty again; 

V. 1 Creadtal Imprecations the confirm'd 
H' Cath, and I much fear that the will keep it. 

Al., Ha! did fhe ſwear? did that ſweet Creature 
Fi! not believe it; no, ſhe is all Softneſs, [ſwear ? 
All melting, mild, and calm as a rock' d Infant, 
_—_ Nov 
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Nor can you wake her into Cries: By Heaven, 

She is the Child of Love, and ſhe was born in Smiles. 
Par. I and my weeping Mother heard her ſwear. 
Sy/. And with ſuch Ficrceneſs ſhe did aggravate 

The Foulneſs of your Fault, that I cou'd with 

- Your Majeity would blot her from your Breaft. 


Alx. Blot her, forget her, hurl her from my Boſom, 


For ever loſe that Star that gilds my Life, 
Guide of my Days, and Goddeſs .gf my Nights! 
No, ſhe ſhall tay with me in Spite,of Vows, 
My Soul and Body, both are twiſted with her. 
The God of love empties his golden Quiver, 
Shoots every Grain of her into my Heart ; 
She is all mine, by Heaven, I feel her here, 
Panting and warm, the deareſt, O Statira / 
Sy. Have Patience, Son, and truſt to Heaven and 
If my Authority, or the Remembrance [me. 
Of dead Darizs, or her Mother's Soul 
Can work upon her, ſhe again is yours. 
Alex. O Mother, help me, help your wounded Son, 
And move the Soul of my offended Dear ; 
Squad var a Thenghe in Ragipe—Be gene. © 
not a in y—Be gone, 
If you would have me be Parifatic, 
Hang thou about her Knees, waſh 'em with Tears: 
Nay haſte, the —— Gods, and — 
- 1 "aw Syſ. and Par. 
Ly. Now let your Majeſty, who feels the Torments 
* Pangs of Love, encourage mine. 
t. 
Ch. Are you a Madman ? Is this a Time? 
Ly/. Yes; for I ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 
Left ſomething worſe befal him. 
Alex. Why doſt thou tempt me thus to thy Undoing ? 
Death thou ſhouldit have, were it not courted fo: 
But know, to thy Confuſion, that my Word, 
Like Deftiny, admits not a Reverſe ; 
Therefore in Chains thou ſhalt behold the Nuptials 
Of my Hepheftion—Guards, take him Priſoner. 
Ly/. I ſhall not eafily refign my Sword, 
Till I have dy'd it in my Rival's Blood. 
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Enter Eumenes, Philip, Theſſalus, Perdiccas, Lyſima- 


us, Guards. 
Zam NN Arewel, brave Spirit, when you come 
= - 


above, 


Fl Commend us to Ph:/atas, and the ret 
a.) Cf our great Friends. 
Lyf. Farewel to all, 
Fight for the King as I have done, and then 
You may be worthy of a Death like mine—Lead on. 
. 6 Enter 8 Pp . 

Pay. Ah, my Lr/fimachus, w are ing ? 
Whither ? to be devour d! O — Peet” 
Cou'd you expoſe your Life to the King's Rage, 

And yet remember mine was ty'd to yours ? 

Ly/. The Gods preſerve you ever from the IIIs 
That threaten me: Live, Madam, to enjoy 
A nobler Fortune, and forget this Wretch. 

I ne'er had Worth, nor is it | 4 
That all the Blood which I ſhall loſe this Day 
Sh ou'd merit this rich Srrrow from your Eyes. 

Par. The King I know is bent to thy Deſtruction; 
Now by Command they forc'd me from his Knees : 
But take this Satisfaction in thy Death, A 
No Power, Command, my Mother's, Siſter's Tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſurvive thy cruel Loſs. 

Ly/. Live, Princeſs, live, howe'er the King diſdain me: 
Perhaps, unarm'd and fighting for your Sake, 

J may perform what ſhall amaze the World, 
And force him yet to give you to my Arms. 
Away Perdiccas —— Dear Eumenes, 


The Princeſs to your Charge. a 
[Exeunt Perd. Lyſ. Guards: 
Par. Lead me, Eumenes, lead me from the Light, 
Where I may wait till | his Ruin hear, 
Then free wy Soul to meet him in the Air. 
(ay Fon. and Rem. 
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Phil. See where the jealous proud Roxana comes. 
A baughty V e gathers up her Brow. 

Thefj. Peace, have rais'd her to their Ends; obſerve. 
Enter Roxana, Caſſander, Poly perchon. 

Rox. O you have ruin'd * mad: 
Said you ſo paſſionately ; isꝰt 
80 kind to her, and fo unkind to me? 

Ca}. More than your utmoſt Faney can invent. 

Rox. Away, be gone, and give a Whirlwind Room, 
Madneſs but meanly repreſents my Toil. 
Roxana and Stativa, they are Names 
That muſt for ever jar: Eternal Diſcord, 
Fury, Revenge, Diſdain, and — 
Tear my ſwoll'n Breaſt, make way for Fire and Tempeſt, 
My Brain is burſt, Debate and Reaſon quench d. 
The Storm is up, and my hot bleeding Heart 
Splits with the Rack, while Paſſions like the Winds, 
Riie up to Heaven, and out all the Stars. 
What ſaving Hand, or what a mighty Arm 
Can raiſe me finking ? 

Cas. Let your own Arm fave you, 
Tis in your Power, your Beauty is almighty: 
Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light em. 
Wake then bright Planet that ſhould rule the World, 
Wake, like the Moon, from your too long Eclipſe, 
And we. with — the — af War, 
Trumpets and Drums, will help your Ylorious Labour. 

Pol. Pu as to act, and hd > Violet 
That fits the Spirk of a moſt wrong d Woman: 

Let not Madras dreadful Vengeance ſtaũd 
A Pattern more, but draw your own fo fierce, 
It may for ever be original. 

Rox. Yes, we will have Revenge, my Inſtruments 
For there is nothing you have ſaid 4 me, 5 
But comes far ſhort, wanting of what I am. 

When ® my Nonage I at Zogdia liv'd, 
Among my ſhe Companions I would reign 
* em from Idleneis, and lutle Arts F 

coining Locks and laying Snares for Lovers 
Broke all their Glaſſes, and Heir Tires tore ; 4 
— them, like Amazons, to ride and chafe 
Wild Beaſts ia Deſarte, and to maſter Men. 
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rebound to my own Orb of Fire, 

Is he Wreck of all the Heav'ns expire. 
Caſ. Now you appear yourielf ; | 
| 


Old Syfgambis, whom the King engag d, 
Reſiſts and awes her with Authority. . 
Rox. "Twas raſhly vow'd indeed, and I ſhould pity her. 
Sy/. O my Statira. how has Paſſion chang d thee ! 
Think if thou drive the King to ſuch Extremes, 


Stat. I caſt me at your Feet, | 
To bathe 'em with my Tears ; or, if you pleaſe, 
Fl let out Life, and waſh em with my Blood, 
But ſtill conjure you, not to rack my Soul, 
Nor hurry my wild Thoughts to perfect Madneſs. 
Shou d now Daria awful Ghoſt appear, | 


And 
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And my Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 

I wou'd — to Death, and keep .. 
Nor. She ſhews a certain Bravery of Soul, 
Which I ſhou'd praiſe in any but my Rival. 

Sy. Die then, rebellious Wretch, thou art not now 
'That ſoft belov'd, nor durſt thou ſhare my Blood. 

Go hide thy Baſeneſs in thy lonely Grot, 

Ruin thy Mother, and thy Royal Houſe, 

Pernicious Creature ! ſhed the innocent 

Blood, and facrifice to the King's Wrath 

The Lives of all thy People ; fly, be gone, 

And hide thee where bright Virtue never ſhone : 
The Day will ſhun thee, nay, the Stars, that view 
Miſchiefs and ” ey” Bagoy 3 thee not new, 
Will ſtart at this Go, go, thy Crimes deplore, 
And never think of Sy/{gambis more. 

Rox. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forgive : 

Roxana weeps to ſee Statir« grieve : 

How noble is the brave Reſolve you make, 

To quit the World for Alexander's Sake? 

Vaſt is your Mind, you dare thus greatly die, 

And yield the King to one fo mean as [: 

'Tis a Revenge will make the Victor ſmart, 

And much I fear your Death will break his Heart. 

Stat. You counterfeit, I fear, and know too well 
How much your Eyes all Beauties elſe excel: 
Roxana, who tho" not a Princeſs born, 

In Chains could make the mighty Victor mourn. 

Forgetting Pow'r when Wine had made him warm, 
ſenſeleis, yet even then you knew to charm : 

Preſerve him by thoſe Arts that cannot fail, 

While I the Loſs of what I lov'd bewail. 

Rex. | hope your Majeſty will give me Leave 
To wait you to the Grove, where you would grieve, 
Where, like the Turtle, you the Loſs will moan 
Of that dear Mate, and murmur all aione. 

Stat. No, proud Triumpher o'er my falling State, 
Thou ſhult not ſtay to fill me with my Fate: 
Go to the Con which your W'l:s may boaſt, 
And tell the World you left Statira loit. 

Go (cize my fai Alexand:r's Hand, 
Both Hand and Heart were once at my Command 
X 1 A 
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Graſp his lov'd Neck, die on bis fragrant Breaſt, 

Love him like me, whoſe Love can't be expreſt, 8 
He muſt be happy, and you more than bleſt; 

While | in Darkneſs hide me from the Day, 

That with my Mind I may his Form ſurvey, 5 
And think ſo long, till I think Life away. 

Rox. No, ſickly Virtue, no, 

Thou ſhalt not think, nor thy Love's Loſs bemoan, 
Nor ſhall paſt Pleafures thro' thy Fancy run; 

That were to make thee bleſt as I can be: 

But thy No-thought I muſt, I will decree ; 

As thus, FI torture thee till thou art mad. 

And then no Thought to Purpoſe can be had. 

Stat. How frail, how cowardly is Woman's Mind? 

We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind, 5 
And glitt'ring Swords the brighteſt Eyes will blind; 
Yet when ſtrong Jealouſy enflames the Soul, 
The Weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts roll. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not too far! 
My Blood may boil, and Bluſtes ſhew a War. 
Rox. When you retire to your romantick Cell, 
Fil make thy folitary Manfioa Hell; 
Thou fthalt not reſt by Day, nor ſleep by Night, 
But ſtill Roxana ſhall thy Spirit fright : 
Wanton in Lrcams, if thou dar'ſt dream of Bliſs, 
Thy roving Ghoſt may think to ſteal a Kiss; 
But when to his fought Bed, thy wandring Air 
Shall for the Happineſs it wiſh d repair, 
How will it groan io find thy Rival there? 
How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee, 
Throꝰ the drawn Curtains, that great Man and me, | 
Wearied with Laughing, Joys ſhot to the Soul, | 
While thou ſhalt grinning ſtand, and gnaſh thy Teeth, 
and howl? . 

Stat. O barb'rous Rage ! My Tears [ cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in ſpite of me will weep. 

Rex. The King and I in various Pictures drawn, 
Claſping each other, ſhaded o'er with Lawn, 
Shall be the daily Preſents I will ſend, 

To help thy Sorrow to her Journey's End: 


And when we hear, at laſt, thy Hour draws nigh, 
wal 
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Rox. Is then Roxana's Love and Life fo poor, 

That for another you can chuſe to die, | 
„ Rather than live for her? What have I done? 
How am I alter'd, fince at Sz/@ laſt 
You ſwore, and ſeal'd it with a thouſand Kiſſes, 
Rather than loſe Roxana's ſmalleſt Charm, 

You would forego the Conqueſt of the World ? 
| Alex. Madam, you beſt can tell, what Magic drew 


Me to your Charms ; but let ic not be told, 
For your own Sake: Take thou that d World ; 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Sc as you 5 
Let me but have the F of an Hour, 
To make Account with this wrong d Innocence. 
Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a Fault : 
I aſ but this, repeat your Crime no more. 
Alex. O never, never. 
Rox. Am I rejected then! 
5 Tike an the Spoils vf the far conquer'd Jude; 
all the Spoils e fai 
But, for the Eaſe of my afflicted Soul, 
Go where I never may thee more. 
Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art, 
#7 Bane to my Life, thou Torment of my Days, 
Thou Murderer of the World: For as thy Sword 
Hath cut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 
So will thy Tongue undo all Womankind. 
A But I'll be gone; this laſt Diſdain hath cur'd me; 
And I am now grown ſo indifferent, 
I could behold you kiſs without a Pang; 
+ Nay, take a Torch, and light you to your Bed: 
But do not trult me; no; for if you do, 
By all the Furies, and the Flames of Love, 
By Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 
FI ſet you both on Fire, to blaze for ever. [ Exit. 
Stat. O Alexander, is it poſſible * Good Gods, 
© That Guilt can ſhew ſo lovely !——yet I pardon, 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear Life I do. 
Alex. Ha, Pardon! ſaidſt thou, Pardon me? 
/ Now all thy Mother's Blefling fall upon thee, 
My beſt, my moſt belov'd, my own Statira. 
Alex. Is it then true, that thou haſt pardon'd me ? 
1 And is it giv'n me thus to touch thy Hand, 2 
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And fold thy Body in my longing Arms? 
To gaze upon thy Eyes, my happier Stare, 
To taſte thy Lip, and thy dear balmy Breath, 
While ev'ry Sigh comes forth fo fraught with Sweets, 
"Tis Incenfe to be offer d to a God. 

Stat. Yes, dear Impoſtor, tis moſt true, that I 
Have pardon'd thee ; and tis as true, that while 
J Rand in View of thee, thy Eyes will wound, 
Thy Tongue will make me wanton as thy Wiſhes ; 
And while I feel thy Hand, my Body glows : 
Therefore be quick, and take your laſt Adieu, 
Theſe your laſt Sighs, and theſe jour parting Tears: 
Farewel, farewel, a long and laſt Farewel. 

Alex. O my Hepheftion, bear me, cr | fink. [throbs! 

Stat. Nay, you may take — enen, how my Heart 
You may, you may, if yet you chiunk me worthy, 
Take from theſe trembling Lips a parting Kiſs. 
Alex. No, let me ſtarve firit—Why, Statira, Why? 
What is the Meaning of all this? O Gods! 
I know the Cauſe; my working Brain divines ; 
You'll fay you pardon'd ; but with this Reſerve, 
Never to make me bleſt, as I have been, 
To ſlumber by the Side of that falſe Man, 
Nor give a Heav'n of Beauty to a Devil : 
Think you not thus? Speak, Madam. 

/ She is not worthy, Son, of ſo much Sorrow. 
Speak Comfort to him, ſpeak, my dear Statira ; 
I aſk thee, by thoſe Tears. Ah! canſt thou cer 
Pretend to Love, yet with dry Eyes behold him ! 

Alex. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt Sounds | 
Would ſhe but ſpeak, tho' Death, eternal Exile, 
Hung at her Lips, yet, while her Tongue pronounces, 
There muſt be Muſick ev'n in my Undoing. 

Stat. Still my lov'd Lord, I cannot ſee you thus; 
Nor can I ever yield to ſhare your Bed: 
O! I ſhall find Roxana in your Arms, 
And taſte her Kiſſes left upon your Logs. 
Her curſt Embraces have defil'd your Body; 
Nor ſhall I 6nd the wonted Sweetneſs there, 
But artificial Smells, and ftinking Odours. 

Alex. Yes, Obftinate, I will; Madam, you ſhall, 
You ſhall, in ſpite of this refilleſs Paſſion, 
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Be ſerv'd ; but you muſt give me leave to think, 
You never lov'd——O could | fee you thus! 
Hell has not half the Tortures that you raiſe. 
Cly. Never did Paſſions combat thus before. 
Alex. OI ſhall burſt, 
Unleſs you give me Leave to rave awhile, 
S. Yet, ere Deſtruction ſweep us both away, 
Relent, and break thro” all, to pity him. 
Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Capid from my 
If all the of the Earth would fright him; 
Drown him in the deep Bowl of Hercules; 
Make the World drunk ; and — — Dole, 
When he gave Paſſage to the ſtruggling Winds, 
I'll firike — Spear into the reeli Globe, 
To let it Blood; ſet Babylon in a 3 
And drive this God of Flames with more conſuming Fire. 
Stat. My Preſence will but force b im to Extremes: 
Beſides tis Death to me to ſee his Pains : 
Yet ſtand reſolv'd never to yield again 
Permit 1 to remove. tay 
Alex. I charge er; 4 
For if ſhe paſs, by all the Hell I feel, 
Your Souls, your naked Ghoſts, ſhall wait upon her. 
O turn thee ! turn ! thou barb'rous Brightneſs, turn ! 
Hear my laſt Words, and fee my utmoſt Pang: 
But firſt kneel with me, all my Soldiers, kneel; [ kneel. 
Yet lower—proftrate to the Ah Mother, what ! 
Will you kneel too? Then let the Sun ſtand Kill, 
To ſee himſelf out-worſhipp'd ; not a Face 
Be ſhewn, that is not waſh'd all o'er in Tears; 
But weep, as if you here beheld me ſlain. 
Sz/. Haſt thau a Heart? Or art thou Savage turn'd ? 
But if this Poſture cannot move your Mercy, X 
I rever will ſpeak more. 
Alex. O my Statira, 
1 ſwear, my Queen, I'll not out- lire thy Hate. 
My Soul is ſtill as Death But one Thing more, 
Pardon my laſt Extremities the Tranſports 
Of a deep wounded Breaft, and all is well. 
Stat. Riſe, and may Heaven forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You are too gracious—Chtus, bear me hence; 
When I am laid in Earth, yield her the World. 2 
| 1 
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There's ſomething here heaves, as cold as Ice, 
R O Gods! for ever. 
Star. Hold off, and let me run into his A 


AS > 


Gay as the Perſian God ourſelf will ſtand, 

With a crown'd Goblet in our lifted Hand. 
Young Ammon and Satire ſhall go round, 

While antick Meaſures beat the burden'd Ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. 
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Nor ſooth his Vanity, tis blameable; 

And when the Wine works, Ch Thoughts will out. 
Ab. Then go not to the Banquet. 
Ch. I was call'd. 

My Minion, was [ not, as well as you? 

TI go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 

And laugh, and drink the King's Health heartily ; 

And while you bluſhing bow your Heads to Earth, 

And hide em in the Duſt, I'll ſtand upright, | 

Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 

Ard be by ſo much nearer to the Gods 

But ſee, the King and all the Court 


Par. O fave him, fave him, ere it be too late ; 
Speak the kind Word, before the gaping Lion 
Swallow him up ; let not your Soldier periſh 
But for one R which Deſpair did cauſe. 
Tide te — Races, 

And make your Way fo flippery with Tears, 

You hall not iſter, do you conjure him. 

. -—— aaa 
Es my very Soul; 

They habe my beſt Reſolve — | 

Stat. Did I not break | 
Thro' all for you? Nay, now my Lord you 
. Sy. Nor wou'd I make my Son fo bold a Prayer, 
Had I not firſt conſulted for his Honour. 

Alex. Honour ! what Honour! has not Ssatira ſaid it! 
Were I the King of the blue Firmament, 

And the bold Titans ſhou'd again make War, 
Tho” my refiſtleſs Arrows were made ready, 
all the Gods ſhe ſhou d arreſt my Hand. 
y then, ev'n thou his Rival ſo belov'd, 
Fly with old Chezs, ſnatch him from the Jaws 
Of the devouring Beaſt ; bring him adorn'd 
To the King's Banquet, fit for Loads of Honour. 
[Exeunt Heph. Eum. Par. 

Stat. O my lov'd Lord ! let me embrace your Knees, 

I am not westby of this mighty Paſſion: | 
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y mourn, 
But never cloſe my Eyes till you return. [ Ex. Stat. Syf. 
Alex. Is ſhe not more than Mortal e er can with ! 1 
Diana's Soul caſt in the Fleſh of Fen: ! 
By Fove 'tis ominous, our parting is ; 


ought the 
What ſhov'd it 


30 The Rival Qu zus; or, 

iſh for Pleaſures you ſhall ne er enjoy. 
Stiil may Statira's Image draw your Sight, 
Like thoſe deluding Fires that walk at Night; 
Lead you thro' Grots and flow'ry Groves, 
And charm you thre* deep Graſs with ſleeping Loves; 
That when your Fancy to its Heighth does riſc, 


ight lov d vaniſh | 
RT RISES, 


Rox. So unconcern'd! OT could _—_— 
Or i. Is, er. 
Still keep this Spirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 
Lobtnn > Gran? for ſuch Matellick Atoms 
Firſt made the World, and muſt preſerve its Greatneſs. 
Rar. 1 know | am whatever thou canſt ſay; 
My Soul is ſpent, and has not Elbow-room ; 
"Tis ſwell'd with this laſt Sight, beyond all Bounds ; 
O that it had a Space might anſwer to 
Its infinite Defire, where | might ſtand 
And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balls. 
Ca. We are your Slaves, Admirers of your Fury. 
Command Cafſarder to obey your Pleaſure, 
And I will on, ſwift as your nimble Eye 
Scales Heav'n; when | am angry with the Fates, 
No Age, nor Sex, nor Dignity of Blood, 
No Ties of Law nor Nature, not the Life 
Imperial, tho' guarded with the Gods, 
Shall bar 's Vengeance, he ſhall die. 
Rex. Ha! ſhall he die? ſhall I conſent to kill him? 
To ſee him claſp'd in the cold Arms of Death, 
Whom I with ſuch an Eagerneſs have lov'd ? 
Do I not bear his Image in my Womb? 
Which, while I meditate and roll Revenge, 
Starts in my Body like a fatal Pulſe, 
And ftrikes Compaſſ on thro* my bleeding Bowels. 
Pel. The Scruples which your Love wou d raiſe might 
Were not the Empire of the World confider : [paſs, 
How will the Infant in your Womb, | 
When Time teach his Tongue, be bound to cur'e 
I now you ftrike not for a Coronatio l [you, 
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Caf. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor your Child; old Syſfgambis” Head 
Will not be idle ſure Deſtruction waits 
Both you and yours ; let not your Anger cool, 
But give the Word; ſay A/cxander bleeds, 
Draw the dry Veins of all the Perfian Race, 
And hurl a Ruin o'er the Eaſt, tis done. 

Pol. Behold the Inflruments of this great Work. 

Phil Behold your forward Slave. 

The. I'll execute. 

Nax. And when this Ruin is accompliſh'd, where 
Shall curſt Roxana fly with this dear. Load ? 

Where ſhall ſhe find a Refuge from the Arms 
Of all the Succeſſors of this great Man? 

No barb'rous Nation will rect ive a Guilt 

So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me out : 
The wildeſt Beafts hunt me from their Deus, 
And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. 

Cafſ. No, you ſhall live; the Infolence 
Which this Almighty Love enforces from me; 
You ſha!l live fafer, nobler than before, 

In your Ca/ander's Arms. 

Rox. Diſgracd Roxana, whither wilt thou fall? 
I ne'er was truly wretched tall this Moment: 
There's not one Mark of former Majeſty 
To awe my Slave that offers at my Honour. 

Cafſ. Madam, I hape you'll not impute my Paſhkon 
To want of that Reſpect which I mult bear you; 
Long have 1 lov'd 

Rex. Peace, moſt audacious Villain, 

Or I will ſtab this Paſſion in thy Thrcat. 
What, ſhall I leave the Boſom of a Deity 
Toclaſp a Clod, a moving Piece of Earth, 

Which a Mole heaves ? So far art thou beneath me. 

Caf}. Your Majeity ſhall hear no more my Folly. 

Rar. Nor dare to meet my Eyes; for if thou doſt 
With a Love thy Plots are all unravell d, 
And your kind 'Thoughts of Al xander told, 

Whoſe Life, in ſpite of all his Wrongs to me, 
Shall be for ever and untouch' | 

Ca. I know, dread Madam, that Cofſandrr's Life 
Is in your Hands, — . 
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Ny Fellowes mantled Kings 
F E Night 
Should wait my Call ; find Slaves +. of 
Who, leſt in Dreams they ſhould reveal the Deed, 
Still as they came, ſucceſſively ſhould bleed. 

C To make Atonement for the higheſt Crime, 
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Rox. Eumenes dies, and all that are about her, 
Nor ſhall | need your Aid, you'll love again; 
Fil head the Slaves myſelf, with this drawn Dagger, 

To carry Death that's worthy of a Queen. . 
A common Fate ne'er ruſhes from my Hand, 

"Tis more than Life to die by my Command : 

And when the ſees | 

That to my Arm her Ruin ſhe muſt owe, [4 


Her thankful Head will ſtraight be bended low, 


ay to meet the Blow. 

[ Exit Roxana. 
Cafſ. Go thy Ways, Seme/e——ſhe ſcorns to fin 
Bencath a God Wie muũ be ſwift; the Ruin 


We intend, who knows ſhe may diſcover ! 


Pol. It muſt be ated fuddenly To-night, ; 
Now at the Banquet Phi/ip holds his Cup. 
Phil. And Cares to execute —propoſe his Fate. 
Cafſ. Obſerve in this ſmall Phial certain Death; 
It holds a Poiſon of ſuch deadly Force, 
Should AZ/culapins drink it, in five Hours 
(For then it works) the God himfelf were mortal. 
I drew it from Novacris” horrid Spring; 
A Drop infus'd in Wine will ſeal his Death, 
And ſend bim howling to the loweſt Shades. 
Phil. Wou'd it were done. 
Caf. O we ſhall have him tear 


(Ere yet the Moan has half her Journey rode) 
The World to Atoms; for it ſcatters Pains 


Till the is forc'd for Air to leave her Dwelling. 
I 
. NOW 7 
Haſte to the Banquet; at his ſecond Call 
Give him the fatal Draught that crowns the Night, 
While Polyperchon and myſelf retire- 
jreter Caſſander. 


Exeunt onmes 
Yes, Alexander, now thou pay ſt me well; 
Blood for a Blow is Intereſt indeed. 

Methiaks I am grown taller with the Murder, 


Q 3 And 
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And ſtanding ſtraight on this majeſtick Pile, 
1 hit the Clouds, and fee the World below me: 
Oh, 'tis the worſt of Racks to a brave Spirit, 
Lida Jews 6 a curs'd Slave ; 
ow by the Project ing in my Brain, 
"Tis nobler far to be a Kine in Hell, 
To head infernal Chiefs below, 
To let em looſe for to call 'em in, 
And take Account of what dark Deeds are done, 
Than be a Subject God in Heav'n unbleſt, 
And without Miſchief have eternal Reſt. — 
Toe SCENE Aut, Alexander is ſeen on a 
acith all bis Commander: about bim, Goblets in their 
Alex. To our immortal Health, and our fair Queen's z. 
All drink it deep, and while it flies about, 
Mars and Belloxa join to make us Muſic. 
A hundred Bulls be offer'd to the Sun, 
White as his Beams Speak the big Voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumpets, 
Till we provoke the Gods to act our Pleaſure 
In Bowls of Nectar and replying Thunder. 
[ Sounds while they drink. 
Eater Hepheſtion, Clytus, leading Lyfirmachus iz bis Shire 
Ch Lange Ling and Conquel his Arms 
e the King, ; crown his A 
With Laurels ever : Fortune's has Slave, 
And kiſſes all that fight upon his Side. 


Alex. Did not I give Command you ſhould preſerve 


? 
Heph. You did. 
Alex What then thoſe bloody Marks ? 
Hepb. Your Mercy _ too late : Perdiccas had, 

According to the dreadful Charge you gave, 

Already Sac d the Prince apy Court, 

Unarm d, all but his Hands, ow which he wore 

A Pair of Gauntlets ; ſuch was his Defire, 

To ſhew in Death the Difference betwixt 

The Blood of the Zacides, and common Men. 
Cy. At laſt the Door of an old Lion's Den 

Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear d: 

The Flames which from his Eye: ihot glooming 


red, 
Made 
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Made the Sun ftart, as the thought. 
And round em caſt a Day of Blood and Death. 
When we arri d, juſt as the valiant Prince 

| ied out, O Pariſatis, take my Life; 
Tis for thy Sake | go undaunted thus, 
Io be devour'd by this moft dreadful Creature. 
Ch. Then walking forward, the large Beaſt deſcry d 
His Prey, and with a Roar that made us pale, 

Flew kercely on him; but the active Prince 

Starting aſide, avoided his firſt Shock, 


r. Wich a flight Hurt, and as the Lion turn'd, 
ne, Thruſt Gauntlet, Arm and all into bis Throat, 
. 
mh. 
ir. 
ms 
* * 
r. Hepheſtion, thy Hand embrace him cloſe ; 
Heart you havg the Jewel there, 
now whether my Queen be nearer. 
. Youth, 
le 4 
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That muſt to Ages flouriſh———Paori/atis 
ho Rs We: 
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Shou'd feel my Wrath ut let the Sports go on. 
The Indians dance. 


E Nay, Chu, you that cou'd adviſe — | 
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2. day bog Ow ons inſtru me, Sir. 


The — the Table wou'd ha' trembled : 

Nay, frown not, Sir ; you cannot look me dead. 
When Greeks join'd Greeks, then was the Tug of War, 
The labour'd Battle ſweat, and Conqueſt bled. 

Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a Truth more noble 


Than e er y „ bong 
n ander Women. 

the Gods, proud Spite ! and burning 
„„ [Envy ! 
To ranquiſh Women? Nay, he faid the ſtouteſt here 
Wou'd tremble at the he has ſeen. 
Ta all the Sickneſs and the Wounds I bore, 
e — TT 
Vac Hepheſftion, 
Dialer werdle: On 


Oxydrace, 
When planting at the Walls a ſcaling Ladder, 
mounted, ſpite of Showers of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all the Lumber which they thunder'd down, 
When you beneath cried out, and ſpread your Arms, 
That I ſhould leap you, did I ſo? 
Ly/. —— Diſcounts, my Lord, the old Man rav'd. 
. like Mercury, 
T left the Walls to fly amongſt my Foes, 
And, like a baited Lion, dy'd myſelf 
All over with the Blood of thoſe bold Hunters ? 
Till ſpent with Toil, I battel'd on my Knees, 
Pluck d forth the Darts that made my Shield a Foreſt, 
And hurl'd em back with moſt unconquer d F 
Ch. "Twas all Bravado, belive res hag 
You ſaw that I had burſt the Gates aſunder. 
Alex. Did I then turn me, like a Coward, around,. 
24 4 Ganones i - 4g poet pode 
That thou wert young again, I would 
My Majeſty, to be more terrible, _ 


That, 
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might ſtrike this Hare 


I know the Reaſon that you uſe me ſo; 
Becauſe I ſfav'd your Life at Graziczs ; 
And when your Back was turn'd, oppos'd my Breaſt 
To bold Rheſaces' Sword; you hate me for't, 
1 | Breath hot. 
. Away, your too 
( Flings bim from hun. 
Ch. You hate the Benefactor, tho' you took 
The Gift, your Life, from this diſhonour'd Clytzs ; 
Which is the blackeſt, worſt Ingratitude. 
Alex. Go, leave the Banquet: Thus far I forgive thee. 
Cly. Forgive yourſelf for all your Blaſphemies, 
The Riots of a moſt debauch'd and blotted Life: 
Philotas' Murder 
Alex. Ha! What ſaid the Traitor? 
Lyſ. Eumenes, let us force him hence. 
Henk Yor wal Drag him to the Door 
. You ſhall not tarry : Drag him to G 
Ch. No, let him fend me, If I muſt be gone, 
To Philip, Attalus, Califthenes, 
To great Parmenio, to his d Sons; 
Parmenio, who did many brave Exploits 


Without the King——the King without him nothing. 
Mex. Give me a Javelin. [Tales one fromt the Guard. 
Heph. Hold, Sir. 


Alex. Off, Sarrah, leſt 
At once [| ſtrike it thro? his Heart and thine, 
Lyf. O ſacred Sir, have but a Moment's Patience. 
Alex. Preach Patience to another Liow——VW hat! 
Hold my Arms! I ſhall be murder d here, 
Like Darius, by my own barb'rous Subjects. 
Perdiccas, ſound my Trumpets to the Camp, 
Call my Soldiers to the Court; nay haſte, 
For there is Treaſon plotting gainſt my Life, 
And I ſhall periſh ere they come to reſcue. 
C wy 
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Lyſ. and Heph. Let us all die, e er think fo damn'd a 


[ Kneel. 
2 Where is the Traitor ? 
Sure there's none about ? 


gone and ſup with Philip, [Strikes bim thre”. 
Parmenis, — Callſibenes; 
And let peer by thy fad Fate, 
14 

ine is d in guſhing Blood ; 
2 ve been to blame; 
— ny eo for I. repent, 
That fo I urg d your nobleſt, ſweeteſt Nature. 
Alex. What's this 1 hear ? Say on, my dying 
Ch I thould ha' kill'd myſelf, had I but lis d 
To be once fober—Now I fall with Honour, 
My own Hand wou'd ha'brought foul Death. = 
dies 
A. Then I am loſt ; what has my Vengeance done ? 
Who isit thou haſt lain ? Chezs ; What was he ? 


ce, for ſpeaking raſhly : 
orgetfulneſs which Wine did — 


poor, the honeſt Chins thou hall Cain. 

Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? 
Thy Friends will ſhun thee now, and ſtand at Diſtance, 
Nor dare to ſpeak their Minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink, left by thy Madneſs they die too. 
Heyh. Guards take the Body hence, 
Alex. None dare to touch bim, 
For we muſt never part. Cruel Hepheſtion 
And Lyfimachus, that had the Power, 
And would not hold me. 

Lyf. Dear Sir, we did. 

Alex, | know it; 
Ye held me like a Beaſt, to let me go 


adage eres eg 
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With greater Violence——Oh, you have undone me! 
Excuſe it not, you that could a Lion, 


Co. d not turn mg; You ſhould be - 
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barr'd my Rage with their advancing Points; 
Reaſon glitter in my dazzled Eyes, 
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Arms ; Hepheftion, where's the King ? 
Chtzs Side, whom he has lain. 
Miſery will fall, 


upon me with ſuch ſudden Rage, 
That all are periſh'd who Reſiſtance made; 
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I only with theſe Wounds thro' claſhing Spears 
Have ſore d my Way, to give you timely Notice, 
Alex. What fays Perdiccas ? Is the Queen in er? 
Per. She dies, unleſs you turn her Fate, and quickly: 
Your Diftance from the Palace aſks more 
And the Aſcent to th' flying Grove is high. 

Mex. Thus from the Grave I riſe to fave my Love. 
All draw your Swords, with Wings of Lightning move; 
When I ruſh on, fure none will dare to ſtay, 

* Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the Way. [Exeunt. 
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ACT Y. SCENE L 
Statira is diſcovered ſleeping in the Bower of Semiramis. 
Soft Mafich. 


LESS me, ye Powers above, and guard 

2 my Virtue. 

= I ſaw, nor was't a Dream, I faw and. 
heard 


IM \1y royal Parents ; there I ſaw em ftand ; 


es beheld their ious Images; 

. their heav'nly Voices: Where, O where, 

Fled you fo faſt, dear Shades, from my Embraces? 

You told me this——this Hour ſhould be my laſt 

And I muſt bleed—Away, tis all Deluſion. 

F not wait for Mexander's coming ; 

one but my loving Lord can enter kere : 

And will 2 hence fantaſtick Shadows 
in 
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Yet cou'd I give it, tis not in my Power; 


This 1 dare promiſe, if you ſpare my Life, 


— 


Give me my Death in Alexander's Preſence. . 
Rex. Nor for the Rule of Heaven—Are you ſo cunning? 
3 


$lav. Madam, the King with all his Captains and his 
Are forcing ope the Doors, he threatens thouſand Deaths | 
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! thou ſhalt 


Alex. O har 


reipn the Queen of Devils, 
Boſom ſwells to meet thee ; 
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behold my 
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Is now no more; 

Her laſt Words gave the Princeſs to the brave 
1 : But that which "_ — ftrike you, 
Your dear Hepheſtion, havin too largel 

At your laſt Feall, is of a Surfeir dead. 4 


Alex. How, dead ! 
Er 
Di 
Who had the Care of poor Hepbeftion's Life ? | 1 
Lyſ. Philarda, the Sabian Artiſt. 
Alex. Fly, Meleager, hang him on a Cro(s : 1 
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With watry Eyes, and calling out, Scatira. I 
Ke ſtumbled at the Gate, and fell along; 
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Nor was be rais'd with Eaſe by his Attendants, 

But ſeeming a greater Load than ordinary, 

As much more — 
Caf. © 4p $2 3 
Pol. When they 

He figh'd, md wed wh > Bs « wild 

- Embrac'd the Princes round, and he muſt 

Diſpatch the Buſineſs of the World in Haſte. 

Enter and Theſſalus. 
Phil. Back, back, all fcatter—With a dreadful Shout. 

I heard him cry, I am but a dead Man. 

Ne. The Poiſon tears him with that Height of 

That I could pity him. [Horror, 
Pal. Peace——where ſhall we meet? 

Caf}. In Saturn's 

Kenai were eds © har dips belly'd Clouds, 

ming more A 

AG or 

Now we ſhould laugh ——— 

While each Soul here, he on as Veſſi 


Swells with the Murder, 4 Ruin = 
. And from the dreadful Deed this Glory draws, 
We kill'd the greateſt Man that ever was. 
The SCENE draws, Extcr Alexander and all bis 


L/. We have fesch d, but find no Hurt. 


R Aer. O ] am ſhot, a forked burning Arrow 


bricks cook my Shoulders; the fad Venom fcs 

htning my Fleſh, my Blood, arrow. 

rx. aſt be Treaſon. p * 
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PLAYS printed for the PrxoyrizTORS. f 


OCTAYO, at 15. 6d. each. 


Infolvent, or Filial Piety 
_—_— Patriot 


FARCES, Se. OCTAPFO, at 1s. each. 


Boarding School, with Muſic Merry Cobler, or 2d 
Britons Strike Home, with of the Devil to Pay, wi 


ditto Muſic 

Chamber-Maid, with ditto Oroonoko 

Coffee- Houſe 

Devil to As with Muſic 

* a Duke 

| Fall Extra iri on 

Generous Free Maſon, wi rick for Trick, with 
Mufic Mufic | 

r A for Fools - Whim, or Miſer's 


very Rake, with Muſic with ditto 
Mat in Mourning, to W Statue, or t 


which is added, Merlin in the Wine 
in Love lar 


